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Rough Draft 



It was the 13 th of May and the US had had a draft law in 
effect for the past one thousand three-hundred and twenty 
months and two days. The United States version of the draft law 
required two years of military service, with no training, of 
all people ages eighteen through forty. The only draft 
deferment was for medical incapability. 

The year was 2121, the war of perpetual oil had stretched 
on for the past one-hundred and twenty years . A corrupted 
president of the United States had repealed the term limit 
amendment and was hoping to sit in his throne until we had to 
scrape his festering corpse out of it. The world wide view of 
the of the United States had steadily declined until it went 
well below twenty eight percent. 

Saraa Johonson was celebrating both her high school 
graduation and her eighteenth birthday, but her mind was 
troubled. She had graduated top of her class in science - her 
favorite subject - and mathematics. Though she rarely saw the 
point to high level mathematics. She really wanted to attend 
Evergreen State College for a dual degree in bioethics and 
molecular human biology. But, the overarching and all 
encompassing goal for her was not to fall prey to the stupid 
draft nonsense. 

In August of the same year Saraa received an audio only 
communication on the telescreen: "Saraa, Saraa Johonson," said 
a loud and commanding voice. 

"Speaking," came Saraa 's timid reply. 

"I am a representative of the United States Department of 
Justice Draft Branch. We are calling to give you your first of 
three formal warnings because you have - eighty one days after 
your eighteenth birthday - failed to register for the United 



States Selective Service." 

"Oh my, I'd totally forgot. I'll get right down," Saraa 
said in that falsely embarrassed way that only teenage girls 
can. Then the person on the other end, whoever it was, hung up. 

She couldn't let this happen, she'd definitely end up dead, 
or worse. On the other hand she couldn't just up and leave. She 
had university and a career to look forward to. All her friends 
were here, her mom, her dad, her life was here. 

Although, breaking up Alfons wouldn't be hard; he was an 
abusive drunk any way. She knew what the consequences were if 
she fled the country: death, if they ever caught her. Also, she 
could pursue molecular biology in Canada too. Canada certainly 
would be better that coming home to her disappointed parents in 
a body bag. But, should she tell her parents that she would be 
fleeing the country? 

It is possible that her parents would be so angry and 
disappointed about having a draft dodging daughter that they'd 
turn her in. Also, if she was missing when the draft branch 
called a third time they would torture her parents until they 
said something. If the government didn't get involved, running 
away might make her parents mad at each other. After all, her 
dad did come from a long line of military people dating back to 
the American Revolution. 

On the other hand, telling her parents could work out for 
the best. They could be able to aide her efforts, or even have 
friends who could help. There was even a small chance that her 
parents would want to go with her. That would be sooooooooo 
good, then they'd still be with her, and they'd be out of harms 
way. Less consequentially she would still have no lies under 
her belt. (She never really was the lying sort of girl.) 

When Agatha Johonson woke up on the morning of the 



twentieth of August she heard, and saw, three robins singing in 
the garden. Her husband - Samuel - was sleeping in because he'd 
worked the nine to five night shift. He wouldn't be up until 
noon, so there wasn't much to do. After she'd played a good 
deal of computer chess, Agatha decided to walk down and visit 
Mary on The Farm. It would be a long walk, but it was early 
yet . 

The Farm was leading the technological wave of the farm 
industry as well as the 'green' movement. The Farm was entirely 
self sustaining. Solar, wind, and hydro-electric power was used 
for all of the daily needs, and there was even surplus power to 
be sold back to the city. All of the power was harnessed in 
ways that added no detrimental impact to the environment. The 
roof was made of solar panels, the gutter downspouts were 
fitted with hydro-electric turbines, and wind turbines were 
concealed in the tree tops. All the water that entered The Farm 
was used four times . First it was used in the downspouts to 
create power, second in the sinks for hand, body, and dish 
washing, third to flush the toilets, and fourth to water and 
fertilize the crops. A small number of chickens were kept for 
their eggs, but all the other food came from home grown plants. 
Every form of refuse material was composted, that is if it 
couldn't be used again. Eighty five percent of all refuse from 
the farm was reused an average of six times and then composted. 
The other fifteen percent was food refuse and was composted 
immediately. Many people lived on The Farm at any given time. 
There were seven long term residents and the farm could support 
up to fourteen others. This farm was considered a revolutionary 
idea in the United States, where everyone was stuck in the old 
way of life, but in Canada they were a dime a dozen. 

When Agatha got to the farm she was greeted by one of the 



other residents. Agatha asked "Where might I find Mary?" 

"She'll most likely be tending to the sage and rosemary in 
the herb garden. Just follow your nose to the back, you can't 
miss it," replied the resident, who Agatha perceived as rather 
matronly . 

When she reached the gardens, Agatha indeed saw Mary bent 
over a sage bush checking its leaves for rot or mold. She 
walked up very softly so as not to disturb Mary. When she had 
drawn level with her Mary straightened up and saw Agatha for 
the first time. Bewildered she said "Agatha? is that you, 
dear?" 

"Yes, it's me. Mary, I've been getting more and more 
nervous, about all that's been changing, but this morning I saw 
three robins singing, so I thought I'd best come to you for 
advice . " 

"The stars must be watching over you, dear. Robins are very 
rare, seeing three of them is nearly unheard of, much less 
hearing them!" stated an amazed Mary. Mary had been like a 
second mother to Agatha ever since her own mom had died of 
cancer when Agatha was fourteen. 

"I've been thinking about how life might change now that 
Saraa's eighteen and out of high school. I hope that she can 
go to college, because she really has a lot of potential. But 
what if she gets drafted before she can go to college? I'm even 
thinking, now that Saraa's of age, it might be high time that 
Sam and I made some changes in our own lives. What do you think 
I should do?" questioned Agatha. 

"Well it's really your decision. I can't help you with a 
major decision like this, all I can do is educate you so you 
make an informed decision. Giving Saraa the best chance for a 
college education, and better prospects afterwards is a right 



and honorable goal. And, your right, changing your own life 
style would be very nice, for you and for the environment," 
said Mary. 

"O.K. So you think that change would be good. But, how 
should I change? You see, I'd never put much thought to the 
matter before I just didn't really see the need," explained 
Agatha . 

"Well, I don't feel comfortable telling you too much, but 
there's a nice farm just like this one a little way into Canada 
that has three vacancies for long term residents." 

"That sounds like a fine idea. We'd be saving the 
environment, ourselves, money, and - most importantly - Saraa. 
When we got there we'd be with other people like ourselves. 
However getting there seems like it might present a problem. 
With oil being so expensive I can't even afford an airplane 
ride much less a car ride. So, how do we get there?" inguired 
Agatha . 

"I've got three words for you; Pacific Crest Trail. For you 
it'll be easy walking. The American Border Security doesn't 
monitor that exit because their to busy with the Mexican 
border, and the Canadian authorities will welcome you with open 
arms and warm hearts . " 

"Sounds like a plan. I'd best be going. Sam will be waking 
up soon and I'll need to get his breakfast. He needs to be back 
at the store at one. Thanks a million Mary, no one will ever be 
able to tell how much you just helped me." 

On the twentieth of August Saraa Johonson guided her feet 
down Watada Ave. past Mulberry St. and right onto Vonnegut Ct. 
She stopped at number eleven on that row and knocked sharply 
three times. When the door opened Saraa saw a tall, high cheek 
boned, worried looking women. Next to her was a short, muscled, 



man with an optimistic twinkle 
After a minute of sizing each 
in her stomach, said "Mom, Dad, 



in his eyes and severe bedhead, 
other up Saraa, with butterflies 
I have to talk to you " 



Two years later in Canada the three Johonson were sitting 
around a table talking. Agatha Johonson said "Wasn't it weird, 
when we were crossing the border into Canada the speaker said, 
'Welcome to Canada. Your country thanks you; your planet thanks 
you. But the deepest thanks of all is from future 
generations . 1 ' ?" 



The quote "Your country thanks you; your planet thanks you. But the 
deepest thanks of all is from future generations," is from the Kurt 
Vonnegut Jr. story 2BR02B. 
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